INCREDIBLE     CARNEGIE

through the transom. The giggles became screams of
laughter for the water landed in Carnegie's boots. It had
quite slipped his mind that he had left them outside to be
cleaned. However, on such a gambol as this, Andy could
enjoy even a joke on himself.

At Windsor, on June 19, the Queen Dowager, as
Carnegie christened his mother, celebrated her seventy-
first birthday. Her big, black eyes sparkled when she was
presented with a loving cup. The lively old lady paddled
in a nearby brook, kilted her petticoats and danced a
highland reel!

The coach passed over the border into Scotland on
July 16. Andy was moved to write in his notebook an
apostrophe to his native land. His salutation is strikingly
self-revealing: "It is God's mercy I was born a Scotch-
man, for I do not see how I could ever have been con-
tented to be anything else. The little plucky dour deevil,
set in her own ways and getting them too, level-headed
and shrewd, with an eye to the main chance always and
yet so lovingly weak, so fond, so led away by song or
story, so easily touched to fine issues, so leal, so true!
Ah! you suit me, Scotia, and proud am I that I am your

son."

Carnegie had arranged the gala event of the trip for
Dunfermline. In recognition of a gift of public baths,
the city had already conferred upon him the first of
what was to become his unprecedented collection of
fifty-four Freedoms of Cities. Now he had promised a
free library and the good folk of Dunfermline were
quite ready to whoop it up.
While school children and their elders lined the way
and the Abbey bell tolled, Margaret Morrison Carnegie
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